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live revolution 


Vladimir Illich dreamed that he lost one of his teeth. It is one of 
those nightmares thought by a lot of people, unrelated to their 
1Q or education, to be a warning. It’s up to you, on your risk - 
would they say, to follow or not the hint. But Vladimir Illich is 
not a superstitious person, he’s even a staunch atheist. In 
spite of it, with no rational motive, he checked his teeth with 


short, nervous movements of the hand. 


Finishing his frugal breakfast, he put on a red winter hat and 
goes out in the misty morning, heading to the Peter the Great 
Square. There will be a (hopefully) huge Twitter-Facebook 
organized event, and he wants, with the spirit of an impatient 
history occupier (Occupy history nows, to be a brick in the 


‘Great Moving Wall’. 


There are some thousand people in the square, creating a 


carnivalesque atmosphere. Military troops are packed in front 


~~ of the House of Parliament. The sound of the St.George's 
Cathedral bells is overlapping with the improvised rhythms of 


the drums in the square. 


From one moment to the next, the President of the United 
States will come with the Tsar, to give a common speech in 
front of the joint two bodies of State Duma, on the occasion of 
the US-Russia Cooperation Agreement regarding Prisons 


Security Measures. 


Rumours, shouts, urgings, revolutionary slogans, increasing 
agitation. The sunbeams are piercing through the steam of 
mist, remembering the Egyptian pyramids. Once the pharaonic 
cortege of the leaders of the two empires enters the square, 
the rebellious slave soul of Vladimir Illich pushes him toward 


the first lines of the demonstrators. 


The tension and the aggressivity between the demonstrators 
and the military troops are reaching a tipping point, both sides 
acting with the awareness of a universal soldier mission. A 
shot is fired on the first car from the official motorcade. The 


army fires back. The first lines of the demonstrators are 
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breaking up, heavy swearing accompanying the retreat. 
Accidentally, the elbow of an American cameraman hits the 
face of Vladimir llich. The taste of the blood is mixing with the 
image of the fallen tooth and with the image of the tooth lost in 


dream. 


Vladimir Illich is running with the crowd, in the sunlight now 
embracing the whole square, sending flashes from the roof of 
the cathedral, from the windows of the House of Parliament, 
from the windshields in the official motorcade, from the 
helmets and shields of the military troops and, somewhere in 
the general chaos, from a tooth which, who knows, could have 


its share in future history books. 


